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Introduction
White individuals in predominately White communities are often hesitant to hold a
conversation centered on race. This hesitance stems from misconceptions about their own
identity, and lack of exposure to individuals with different racial makeups and cultural
backgrounds. This lack of exposure causes Whites to consider themselves as “morally neutral,
normative, average” while people of color are immediately associated as the exotic and largely
invisible “other.” So, when White individuals work to benefit others, it is approached in a way
that allows “them” (the other) to be more like “us,” (the White community) without
acknowledging cultural and historical differences (McIntosh 31). This proves especially
problematic when addressing issues within communities of color, or in situations where abuse of
power disenfranchises non-White individuals. A lack of familiarity proves difficult for
communication within and between communities.
Progress on the myriad of racial issues in America cannot be made until White privilege
is acknowledged and subsequently unpacked and questioned. White Americans tend to see issues
facing the Black community as something separate from them: not their problem. However,
police brutality and mass incarceration are only possible due to ever-present influence of White
privilege and its oppressive nature. The most problematic aspect of White privilege is that it is
ingrained: taught from birth and cemented into reality without individuals fully understanding
how it works and affects their daily lives and the lives of those less fortunate, those born into
identities that are not afforded the same natural-born privileges. This place of privilege blinds
them from the surrounding world. On the rare instance racial inequality is discussed, the
response is often that activists should mind their own business and stop forcing rhetoric on
people who have no interest. This ambivalence is what drove me to write The Back Pocket Play.
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The creation of this piece stemmed from the desperate need to not only further humanize Black
Americans for those who have barely met one, but to show that White people have a stake in the
ongoing conversation of racial inequality. I want the energy used by Whites to ignore issues of
race to be re-channeled into honest conversation and awareness.
There have been several plays that place people in the homes and daily lives of Black
Americans, such as A Raisin in the Sun and the plays of August Wilson. However, I want to
create a play in which young White people strike up a conversation about race amongst
themselves without the immediate presence of Black Americans. My hope was that framing a
play this way would eliminate the feeling of alienation often felt by Whites experiencing media
centered on people of color. I catered directly to the community of Butler University – the cast is
three young White women. Students at Butler are predominately White, and most of the students
are women. The issues of The Back Pocket Play are the same issues young White individuals tiptoe around or avoid completely. But in my piece, they face them head on, and they do it together.
The consequences of a race-driven society are present in almost every aspect of our lives, and it
is much easier for Whites to ignore them than to discuss them. The logic is, “If I don’t read about
racism, talk about racism, watch these documentaries or special news programs, or spend time
with people of color, I won’t have to feel uncomfortable (Tatum 98).” I prove through the
writing of my play that unacknowledged White privilege causes structural racism to remain a
part of our society, and that we must take steps to end the cycle of oppression through open
communication and compassion. In the next section of this paper, I will present the research that
informed the content and direction of The Back Pocket Play.
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White Privilege and its Contribution to Institutionalized Racism
In Portraits of White Racism, David Wellman defines racism as a “system of advantage
based on race.” In other words, a system that clearly operates to the advantage of Whites and to
the disadvantage of people of color. We are taught at a young age that racism is a thing of the
past: something erased during the Civil Rights Movement by Martin Luther King and Rosa
Parks. However, compartmentalizing racism as something that has ended makes its hold on
America even stronger and harder to remove. Individuals may be swayed into ignoring the racial
caste system due to Black exceptionalism. When activists attempt to clarify current issues, a
standard reply is “How can you say that a racial caste system exists today? Just look at Barack
Obama! Just look at Oprah Winfrey!” (McIntosh 21) This notion that we as a society have
triumphed over race with the ending of slavery and Jim Crow is dangerously misguided. The
belief that race no longer matters, the prevalence of “colorblindness,” has allowed for a new
form of racial oppression to flourish. The privilege of not acknowledging invisible systems of
dominance means that you have membership to the dominant community. Working from this
base of unacknowledged privilege makes oppression unconscious – which makes the unpacking
of reality all the more vital.
White individuals are well adjusted to unjust norms, causing a distortion of identity.
Many Whites do not see “whiteness” as a racial identity at all: people of color have race, whereas
Whites live a raceless existence. They rarely mention or think about being White: that element of
their identity is “so taken for granted by them that it goes without comment. It is taken for
granted by them because it is taken for granted by the dominant culture” (Tatum 21). Its
invisibility is the very mark of its privilege. This stems from the myth of the majority –
mistaking that because the dominant culture is a White culture that the majority of people are
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White and partake in this culture. So-called minorities represent the majority of the world’s
population. This false sense of “majority” creates the myth of “minority,” allowing members of
the dominant culture to marginalize non-White individuals.
In her article White Privilege: Unpacking the Invisible Knapsack, Peggy McIntosh
describes White privilege as “an invisible package of unearned assets which I can count on
cashing in each day, which I was ‘meant’ to remain oblivious” (McIntosh 30). These assets
include many small things Whites assume are afforded to “everyone,” but their sense of
community is limited to those who are afforded the same privileges. Being able to turn on the
television or open a magazine and see people of one’s own race thoroughly represented in a
positive light, or feeling like contributions to meetings of organizations and social groups are
being fully acknowledged, or simply not feeling outnumbered, isolated or feared – these are all
examples of White privilege. Being able to whole-heartedly trust people of authority such as
principles, bosses, and police officers without fear of prejudice, discrimination, harm or death is
often considered a “right,” when in fact it is a “privilege” not afforded to those outside of the
dominant culture. At the same time Whites are taught to ignore these privileges, they are “subtly
trained to perpetrate or at least ignore the hostility and violence against people of color”
(McIntosh 34) that make them feel uncomfortable. This discomfort stems from the underexercised ability to acknowledge privilege and the effects of a race-driven society.
Institutionalized racism allows a subtle White supremacy, supported by aspects of White
privilege. In her revolutionary text The New Jim Crow, Michelle Alexander highlights the cycle
of oppression that has been repeating since the forming of our nation. Denying the humanity of
African Americans in order to justify and maintain slavery was essential to the initial creation of
the United States. However, hundreds of years later, remnants of this oppression are alive and
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well, only disguised in new and more subtle forms of social control. Black Americans have been
consistently at the bottom of a caste system, and various forms of social control throughout our
history have kept Black individuals at the bottom. Alexander characterizes Black existence as an
“undercaste – a lower caste of individuals who are permanently barred by law and custom from
mainstream society” (Alexander 14). It is important to acknowledge that racial caste systems do
not require overt racial hostility and bigotry to thrive. All that is necessary is racial indifference
on the part of the dominant community, which White privilege keeps frozen in place.
Racism is highly adaptable. These methods of social control are the most effective due to
one fact: as soon as a form of oppression has been “erased,” another emerges. When one racial
caste system dies, another is reborn “in a new form, tailored to the needs and constraints of the
time” (Alexander 16). This dynamic has been dubbed by legal scholar Reva Siegal as
“preservation through transformation,” the process through which White privilege is maintained,
through new rules and changes in rhetoric. The first and clearest engine for this caste system was
slavery: the notion of White supremacy normalized the enslavement of Africans. Under slavery,
the racial caste system was the most effectively and staunchly maintained. Once that was
abolished, Jim Crow laws were created to keep Blacks as second-class citizens while still living
among Whites, maintaining a kind of slave state. Then came the Civil Rights Movement of the
1960s, where several laws were passed allowing Black Americans many of the same rights as
White Americans. The Civil Rights Movement created a new norm – that overt racism was no
longer acceptable. Thus came the creation of race-neutral rhetoric that still appeals to old racist
sentiments – “demanding ‘law and order’ rather than ‘segregation forever’” (Alexander 40).
There is a strategic link between opposition to civil rights legislation and calls for “law and
order,” arguing that non-violent civil disobedience should be considered criminal as opposed to
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political. Just as Martin Luther King Jr.’s philosophy of civil disobedience was the cause for
arrests and outrage, Black Lives Matter protests are met with hostility and counter-movements
(“All Lives Matter” and “Blue Lives Matter” – created to bring the focus back to the White
community instead of the community at hand). The racially sanitized rhetoric of “cracking down
on crime” is a safe and race-neutral method for individuals to “express their hostility towards
Blacks and Black progress, without being exposed to the charge of racism” (Alexander 54). The
newest form of racial oppression, the “new Jim Crow,” is our current system of mass
incarceration.
13% of Americans are Black, while Blacks constitute nearly 40% of those in prisons and
jails. From the 1970s to current day, the percentage of people of color in prison has risen
drastically from 30% to 70% (Kilgore 14). Incarceration is the first resort for social problems
faced by those in poverty, and the historic disenfranchisement of people of color place them in
this vulnerable position. Instead of creating ways to stop the devastation and drug abuse in
America’s poor Black neighborhoods, the “War on Drugs” was created. Between 1980 and 1984,
FBI anti-drug funding skyrocketed from $8 million to $95 million, while at the same time,
agencies responsible for drug treatment, prevention, and education had their funding
dramatically reduced. For example, the National Institute on Drug Abuse had their funding
reduced from $274 million to $57 million, and anti-drug funds within the Department of
Education were reduced from $14 million to $3 million (Alexander 50). President Richard Nixon
and President Ronald Reagan carried this problem of drug addiction in a specific direction –
instead of re-building and empowering Black communities, they created stricter punishments for
the distribution of drugs. Most notably, there is a “far more severe punishment for the
distribution of crack – associated with blacks – than powder cocaine, associated with whites”
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(Alexander 53), begging the question of the War on Drugs was really a war against drugs, or a
form of social control against Black Americans: “Ninety percent of those admitted to prison for
drug offenses in many states were Black or Latino, yet the mass incarceration of communities of
color was explained in race-neutral terms” (Alexander 58).
The War on Drugs has normalized new policing methods that are labeled as race-neutral,
with people of color facing the brunt of the impact. In 1968, Terry vs. Ohio created the stop-andfrisk rule, asserting “so long as a police officer has ‘reasonable articulable suspicion’ that
someone has engaged in criminal activity and dangerous, it is constitutionally permissible to
stop, question, and frisk him or her – even in the absence of probable cause” (Alexander 63).
This dismantles the 4th amendment of the U.S. Constitution, which protects search and seizure
without probable cause. While claiming to be race-neutral, it is not uncommon for young Black
youth living in at-risk communities to be stopped, interrogated, and frisked multiple times in the
course of a week. This law has had little to no affect on the White community. In other words,
“everybody knows, but does not say, that the enemy in the war on drugs can be identified by
race” (Alexander 103). The persecution of people of color has always been legal; it’s only a
matter of finding new laws to criminalize being non-White once the old ones have been
dismantled.
Ending the Cycle of Oppression
James Baldwin once wrote, “Not everything that is faced can be changed. But nothing
can be changed until it is faced.” Colorblind laws & rhetoric are the most recent iteration of the
cycle of oppression, and can only be stopped by acknowledging their problematic nature. The
first step of this is acknowledging White privilege through facing internalized oppression and
taking accountability, including a willingness to embrace a continuing education. A primary

8
component that keeps White privilege thriving is the distant relationship between the White and
Black community – the dominant and subordinate societal groups. The relationship between
these two groups has always had this dynamic: Blacks are viewed as less intelligent and more
violent than Whites – “the dominant group assigns roles to the subordinates that reflect the
latter’s devalued status, reserving the most highly valued roles in society for themselves” (Tatum
23). These misconceptions are strengthened by a lack of exposure and understanding of the
subordinate groups on the part of the dominant group. White privilege blinds individuals in the
dominant group to proceed with business as usual, and this lack of awareness is all that is
necessary to keep racism alive. While the 21st century is one that embraces equality and
diversity, racism will not be made irrelevant until we acknowledge that prejudice is an integral
part of our socialization. Racism is so ingrained in our institutions that it is self-preserving.
Individuals must take responsibility to re-educate themselves, asking themselves daily: “Am I
perpetuating and reinforcing the negative messages so pervasive in our culture, or am I seeking
to challenge them” (Tatum 6)?
Since it is no longer socially acceptable to engage in overtly racist behavior, individuals
tend to automatically assume they are without prejudice. Instead of thinking of racism “an
institutionalized system of advantage benefiting Whites in subtle as well as blatant ways” (Tatum
95), individuals in the dominant group only characterize racism as overt prejudice, leaving all but
the most blatant acts of racism ignored. They often perceive themselves as “colorblind,” and
associate this quality with being accepting and compassionate. However, ignoring the differences
between racial groups is not inherently good, in fact, it can prove to be extremely problematic,
especially when one is a member of the most privileged social group. Ignoring racism does not in
fact destroy racism. Facing racism as a modern reality leaves members of the dominant group
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with feelings of guilt, shame, and helplessness due to the sheer vastness that complacency plays
in racism’s part in our society. These negative feelings are a part of the hidden cost of racism: the
inner anguish Whites feel when they acknowledge their identity is closely linked to being an
oppressor. Instead of actively re-wiring their mindsets and seeking a deeper knowledge of
marginalized groups, it is tempting instead to disengage. This tendency is outlined in Beverly
Daniel Tatum’s collection of essays, Why Are All the Black Kids Sitting Together in the
Cafeteria? Tatum outlines the importance of replacing the tendency to ignore ones Whiteness
with a positive, visible White identity that is based in reality, not on an assumed superiority. This
is possible through providing members of the dominant group with opportunities for honest
conversation –
“Many Whites have been encouraged by their culture of silence to disconnect from their
racial experiences…in order to prevent chronic discomfort, Whites may learn not to
notice…a significant dimension of who one is in the world, ones Whiteness, remains
uninvestigated and perceptions of daily experience are routinely distorted. Privilege goes
unnoticed…not noticing requires energy. Exactly how much energy is used up in this
way becomes apparent with the opportunity to explore those silenced perceptions. It is as
though a blockage has been removed and energy released.”
It is essential to acknowledge and dismantle White privilege and break the culture of silence
present within the dominant culture. It is entirely possible to contribute to a just society without
victimizing others and without feeing victimized. The first step is being able to face reality that
racism has not ended, and will not end without active effort. Empowerment must take place on
both sides, which will encourage unity; a willingness for the dominant group to acknowledge
their privilege and power to initiate tangible social change together with marginalized groups.
The cycle of oppression can be eradicated if issues of racial inequality are met with
compassionate awareness and willingness for open communication, and we as a nation can
“cease fleeing from reality and begin to change it” (Baldwin 8).
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The Creation of The Back Pocket Play
In order to create a narrative that would effectively carry out the intentions of my
research, I carefully followed the guidelines within Lajos Egri’s The Art of Dramatic Writing.
Egri emphasizes the importance of having a clear-cut premise “which will lead you unmistakably
to the goal you hope to reach” (Egri 6). A premise is broken up into three parts: character,
conflict, and conclusion. The premise I chose for The Back Pocket Play is “Acknowledging
White privilege leads to compassionate awareness.” Next, each of the characters within the play
needed to have deep-rooted motivations to carry this premise to its logical conclusion. I created
the “bone structure” of all three of the characters, laying down details small and large to make
them three-dimensional and relatable. I created and recorded the relationships and personal
details for all three girls, as well as their friend Jaime who never appears on stage but is intrinsic
to the plot. These details included their physiology, (sex, age, height, weight, eye color, hair
color, appearance, defects) sociology, (class, occupation, education, home life, religion, race,
community, political affiliations) and psychology (sex life, moral standards, ambitions,
frustrations, temperament, complexes, abilities, IQ). It was important to make these characters
three-dimensional so that my audience could identify a part of themselves in the conversations
that occurred throughout the course of The Back Pocket Play. Crystal, Sam, and Daina need to be
living, breathing, humans, while simultaneously standing steadfastly for what they represent on a
larger scale.
Characters are revealed through conflict, and conflict between characters propels the play
to its ultimate destination: the proving of the premise (Egri 63). In addition to the details of who
these women were, I outlined the trajectory of their character development and growth: how each
of their mindsets would morph throughout the action of the play. Take for example the central
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character, Crystal, who goes through the most growth. At the beginning of the play, she is self
conscious, nervous, defensive, and narrow-minded – completely unwilling to face her privilege
and the fact that Jaime was arrested due to the racial prejudice of the police officers. Throughout
her conversations with Daina and Sam, she slowly opens her mind to the reality of their friend
Jaime’s circumstances, as well as her own ingrained prejudices. At the end of the play, she is
vulnerable, open, calm, renewed, and loved by the friends she pushed away. Her journey mirrors
the premise, “Acknowledging White privilege leads to compassionate awareness.”
Once the characters were created, I established the “unity of opposites” in which “the
characters are so bound to each other that compromise is almost impossible” (Egri 126). I
established a strong, unbreakable bond between them in order for the conflict to rise to a climax,
for each character to have an undeniable stake tying them to the situation. I made them equally
enmeshed in the same conflict – a past run-in with the police that their friend Jaime took the heat
for. Jaime being the only one who did jail time, they all feel an unshakeable obligation to be
there for her when she gets out. Their differing political views and interpersonal conflicts create
extreme hostility, but they can’t back away – they are forced to a resolution for the sake of their
dear friend. In placing these characters in a situation in which they are forced to have a
conversation about institutionalized racism and white privilege, I show my audience that these
conversations are in fact possible and can have positive and healing results.
The play is broken up into four different scenes. During the rehearsal process, we worked
one scene at a time, highlighting the specific conflicts that take place within each one. The first
thing I would have my actors do is simply read through the scene, sitting down and not acting it
out. I asked them questions that made them think about the motivations of their characters –
“What is your character afraid of? Where do they find strength? Through what kind of energy do
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they communicate?” It was important that they understand where their characters stand in terms
of their relationships to each other and what they represent on a larger scale. Each scene
approaches the premise of “Acknowledging White privilege leads to compassionate awareness,”
and each character plays a different part in the conflict leading to the conclusion.

Character description: Crystal
This character goes through the most significant amount of change over the course of the
play. She is upper class and has the most privilege and least exposure to Black Americans of
either of her friends. She starts out adamantly refusing that her friend Jaime’s arrest had anything
to do with race – doing so in a light-hearted manner and meaning no offense. Crystal’s mindsets
are thoroughly shaped by the dominant culture that she has difficulty seeing from any other point
of view. She claims to be “colorblind” – calling attention to one of the major tenants to the
current phase of the cycle of oppression of Black Americans. In refusing to acknowledge the
difference between her place in society and her friend Jaime’s, she holds tight to an element of
her White privilege that keeps her from seeing the reality of Jaime’s situation. When Daina
confronts her about being in denial about Jaime’s arrest, Crystal meets her accusations with
hostility. Crystal feels genuine pain being forced to acknowledge her ingrained prejudice and
puts herself in the place of a victim. Crystal’s conflict shows the core of the White community’s
hesitance to have conversations about race – the pain of being born to a race with a history of
being an oppressor when one possesses little to no outward racial hostility, but unknowingly
perpetuates a racial caste system. These feelings of guilt and shame resulting in hostility are a
part of the hidden cost of racism. This is outlined in Wendell Berry’s The Hidden Wound:
“If the white man has inflicted the wound of racism upon black men, the cost has been
that he would receive the mirror image of that wound into himself. As the master, or as a
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member of the dominant race, he has felt little compulsion to acknowledge or speak of it;
the more painful it has grown the more deeply he has hidden it within himself. But the
wound is there, and it is a profound disorder, as great a damage in his mind as it is in his
society.”
Crystal had previously been ignoring issues of race to prevent chronic discomfort – in not
noticing, she had no opportunity for insight on her own identity and experience. Her own racial
identity remained uninvestigated, and therefore her “perceptions of daily experiences” are
“routinely distorted,” (Alexander 201) allowing for privilege to go unnoticed, and for issues of
social injustice to be ignored. Through conversations with Daina and Sam, she slowly realizes
she may have more privilege than she thought, and that she’s been exerting energy to ignore that
fact instead of acknowledging it.

Character Description: Daina
This character represents the “what not to do” in regards to educating others on White
privilege and institutionalized racism. She is middle class and has moderate exposure to Black
Americans, but can make aggressive generalizations due to her being very sensitive and quicktempered. Daina represents individuals who care very much about the Black Lives Matter
movement and other issues of social justice, but who cannot effectively communicate with those
who hold different opinions than them. All parties require compassionate awareness – just as
members of the dominant culture need to cultivate a compassionate awareness of the current
state of people of color, individuals who hope to dismantle problematic mindsets need to hold
themselves to that same standard. Screaming and belittling those who think differently will not
get them to change their mind – it may cause them to hold on tighter to their beliefs so that no
progress can take place. Honest and open discussion is necessary, not close-minded and
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condemning arguments (an example of unproductive arguments about racial awareness take
place in Scene 2 of The Back Pocket Play). There is a way to initiate conversations on difficult
subjects without painting the person you’re trying to change as a monster – this only creates an
uncomfortable block on both sides. And after all, “if we are all uncomfortable, something is
wrong with our approach” (Tatum 40). By the end of the play, Daina acknowledges that her
frustration turning to anger is not a productive way to promote racial awareness. She learns to
balance the passion she feels in regards to the Black Lives Matter movement in order to reach
those who were conditioned differently than her, and work from a place of acceptance. This is
outlined in James Baldwin’s book The Fire Next Time:
“You must accept them and accept them with love. For these innocent people have no
other hope. They are, in effect, still trapped in a history which they do not understand;
and until they understand it, they can not be released from it…we, with love, shall force
our brothers to see themselves as they are, to cease fleeing from reality and begin to
change it.”
Character Description: Sam
Sam represents the most compassionate approach to informing individuals of their
privilege and what they can do to contribute positively to the lives of others. Sam is lowermiddle class, and grew up in a neighborhood very close to Jaime’s, and is very familiar with the
lives and culture of Black Americans. Being Jaime’s best friend, she is the most invested in
getting Daina and Crystal to get along so that they can work together to support Jaime when she
is released from prison. While she is just as outraged by some of Crystal’s views as Daina, she
takes a very different approach in starting a conversation about race with Crystal. Sam
acknowledges that an essential step in the process of change is education – that individuals need
to be taught to think critically about issues of social injustice. Both Sam and Daina have the
benefit of having acknowledged that one cannot simply accept their present situation as “the way
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it is,” (Alexander 203) but that there is agency to be utilized as a member of the dominant
community. However, instead of screaming at Crystal for having problematic views, Sam walks
her through the differences between Crystal’s life and the life of their friend Jaime: Sam points
out that she’s never been to Jaime’s neighborhood, and that she has very little idea of what goes
on there. She lays out experiences in which she’s seen differences in how the police deal with
poor Black people and middle-class White people respectively. Sam pushes Crystal into her first
tangible steps in acknowledging elements of her privilege that she was previously unaware of. In
other words, she dispenses much of the information from my research in a human way to Daina
and Crystal. At the end of the play, Sam emphasizes that no one is powerless in the fight for
racial equality – that not staying silent, alone, is a huge and important step to dismantling the
hypnotic affect of White privilege, and subsequently, dismantling institutionalized racism.

Conclusion
The following are responses I received from the audience during the talkback of the final
performance of The Back Pocket Play:
“This play was eye opening for me. It addresses things that I vaguely know about, that I
have feelings about, but that I’ve never tried to articulate before.”
“Black families in America have to love their kids with a kind of obsession because you
never know what could happen the next day, they could die, at any moment at the hand of
people who are supposed to be protecting them. This play really solidified this whole
issue for me. How can we be letting this happen? It made it so much more real.”
“Earlier today, I was pulled over by police because of a mistake I made during a lane
change. Ultimately I didn't get a ticket, and the officer was real polite. It only begs the
question, that if I were of a different race of ethnicity, would he have treated me the
same. That struck me when I saw your show.”
“I was just floored that you had a play on race with an all white cast. You shed light on
how much energy it takes to cover up and isolate oneself from racial problems. And the
way that you illuminated it really spoke to me.”
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Acknowledging White privilege is intrinsic to breaking the culture of silence that holds
the dominant community back from positive contributions towards efforts for social justice.
Without this acknowledgement, this self-awareness, the cycle of racism will continue
uninterrupted. In writing and producing The Back Pocket Play, I was able to create a piece that
effectively articulates the effects of White privilege and institutionalized racism on the American
community, providing my audience with a vocabulary in which to start the conversations that
lead to tangible social change.
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THE BACK POCKET PLAY
by Sonia Goldberg

Run time: 75 minutes

2312 W. Greenleaf
Chicago, Illinois 60645
(773) 726 – 8486
sonia.m.gold@gmail.com

Author’s Note:
THE BACK POCKET PLAY served as my capstone production for my
Honors Thesis at Butler University in Indianapolis, IN. This
piece was presented as a part of Butler University’s Founder’s
Week Celebration honoring the school’s historical commitment to
diversity, inclusivity, and equality.
I am a biracial woman who grew up in one of the most diverse
neighborhoods in Chicago. Coming to Butler University was a
culture shock. I found that my peers are often hesitant to have
a conversation about race. Butler University is composed of
intelligent, caring, community-oriented individuals. Why, then,
is “Black Lives Matter” a controversial phrase? The idea for my
thesis came from the need to further humanize Black Americans
and show White people that they have a stake in the ongoing
conversation of racial inequality. I want the energy Whites use
to ignore issues of race to be re-channeled into honest
conversation and awareness.
What is white privilege? What is institutionalized racism? How
are these concepts linked, and why? How can the cycle of
oppression be ended? Through the creation of this play, I
explore these questions to involve audiences with new insights
beyond the dominant culture.
“They are, in effect, still trapped in a history which they
do not understand; and until they understand it, they can
not be released from it…we, with love, shall force our
brothers and sisters to see themselves as they are, to
cease fleeing from reality and begin to change it.”
- James Baldwin, The Fire Next Time
Sonia Goldberg

Synopsis:
It’s around midnight. In a sleepy side-street apartment in
Chicago’s North side, Sam and Daina are faced with an unexpected
visitor. After two years and zero communication, Crystal arrives
out of the blue, just in time to help prepare for their friend
Jaime’s scheduled release from prison. But she doesn’t exactly
get a warm welcome. Unresolved tension surrounding Jaime’s
arrest brews immobilizing hostility between old friends. THE
BACK POCKET PLAY unearths issues of class, race, and privilege:
can our individual identities blind us from the surrounding
world? Sam, Daina, and Crystal start the conversation.
Character Breakdown:
CRYSTAL: Upper class. Charismatic and glamorous. Interns at a
research lab, specializes in Biology. Left town without notice,
and is now trying to make things right with her friends years
later.
DAINA: Middle class. Was best friends with Crystal but now hates
her. Sensitive and quick-tempered. Has a sarcastic sense of
humor and a drinking problem. Shares an apartment with Sam.
SAM: Lower-middle class. A painter who volunteers at the local
Community Arts Center. Head waitress at Kerry’s Diner. Wants her
friends to get along. Shares an apartment with Daina.

The Back Pocket Play
SCENE 1
Lights up on a small two-bedroom apartment in Rogers Park, a
neighborhood on Chicago’s North side. Four floors up on a sleepy
side street, shared by SAM and DAINA. It’s cluttered, but
overall very tidy and taken care of. Gathered closely together,
there is the following: a large reclining chair stage left, a
couch center stage (covered in pillows), and a thin wooden
coffee table at the foot of the couch, covered with newspapers
and a few books. All furniture looks second-hand and weathered.
SAM is lying on her belly on the couch. She is sketching the
outline of a mural in a spiral notebook. DAINA sits sideways in
the reclining chair. Her laptop on her lap, she scrolls through
Tumblr.
Stage right, lights come up on CRYSTAL standing before their
doorway below. She is wearing a sweatshirt with the hood up and
carries a large tote bag. She lifts her hand as if to ring the
buzzer, then stops, and drops her hand. She takes a deep breath
and rings the bell.
The buzzer sounds. DAINA and SAM look up.
DAINA
Are you expecting someone?
SAM
No. What time is it?
DAINA
Almost midnight. Who the hell is that?
SAM
No clue. Huh. That’s weird.
DAINA
Should we ignore it?
SAM
I’m not sure.
(SAM gets up and looks out the window, downstage center.)
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DAINA
It better not be Rodney and Kate.
SAM
Someone’s down there, but I don’t think it’s them. I can’t tell.
It’s dark, give me a second.
DAINA
I swear to God, if they came all the way up here just to drag me
out. . . Jesus. My ass is not leaving this chair unless they buy
me a new liver.
SAM
It’s a woman, she’s too thin to be Kate.
DAINA
Hallelujah! Peace and quiet.
SAM
She’s not leaving. No one’s let her in.
DAINA
Well then, she’s probably drunk. Or lost. Or both. Either way,
it’s none of our damn business.
(CRYSTAL presses the button again.) Whoever it is, she’s
persistent.
SAM
Wait a second. (CRYSTAL peers upward to the window. SAM sees her
face and gasps.)
DAINA
What’s up?
SAM
It’s Crystal!
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DAINA
What?
SAM
It’s Crystal. Dear God, it’s really her.
DAINA
Oh my God. No. No, no, no.
(CRYSTAL sees SAM in the window and waves. She points to the
buzzer. SAM heads to their buzzer to let her in.)
SAM
I can’t believe this. She didn’t tell me she was coming. She
never responded to any of my messages.
(DAINA slams her computer shut and stands between SAM and the
door.)
DAINA
You’re letting her in?
SAM
What? I mean, yes! Of course! I’m not just going to leave her
down there.
DAINA
Are you serious? This is bullshit.
SAM
(Decidedly. A quick conclusion.) It’s a blessing in disguise.
DAINA
Sam, you can’t be serious.
SAM
I am. This could be amazing for us. Think about the timing of
this. She could be here for when Jaime gets out.
DAINA
Did you plan this?
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SAM
No.
DAINA
Is this supposed to be some big surprise reunion? Because if
that’s what you want I’m telling you right now it’s not going to
work.
SAM
She can be here for when Jaime gets out. We can all talk about
what –
DAINA
There’s nothing to talk about.
SAM
You and I both know that’s not true.
(The buzzer sounds.)
DAINA
Un-fucking-believable.
SAM
I’m sorry, this isn’t up for debate. I’ve got to let her in.
Promise me you’ll stay calm.
DAINA
Fuck that! How can I?!
SAM
Please.
DAINA
I can’t fucking do this.
(DAINA starts to head into the other room; SAM grabs her hand
and stops her.)
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SAM
Please! (DAINA yanks her hand away and turns around. She softens
when she sees SAM’s face.) Please. For Jaime. Please.
(DAINA groans. She walks to the couch and sits down. SAM buzzes
CRYSTAL in and waits by the door. CRYSTAL walks around to the
door and bursts into the apartment, hugging SAM tight.)
CRYSTAL
AAAHHH! SAM! Sam, you look beautiful! Let me look at you. God,
Sam, you don’t know how much I’ve missed you. Hell, I didn’t
even know how much I missed you until you were in squishing
distance. (Pause. They look at each other. SAM is silent.)
AAAHHH! (CRYSTAL hugs her again, tighter this time.)
SAM
Ouch, ow! Wow! Still with these rib-crushing hugs, huh?
CRYSTAL
Oh yes! (spins SAM around, still hugging)
SAM
AH! You cracked my back!
CRYSTAL
Free of charge!
(SAM and CRYSTAL laugh. DAINA gets up and walks over slowly,
eyes fixed on CRYSTAL.)
DAINA
Hey there, Crystal.
CRYSTAL
Oh! Oh, you—
DAINA
I live here. This is my apartment.

5

The Back Pocket Play
CRYSTAL
Oh! Oh wow, you two live together now. Yes, I mean . . .that
makes sense.
SAM
Didn’t I mention that in my messages?
CRYSTAL
No.
SAM
Ah. Well, yes! Here we all are!
CRYSTAL
Hello.
DAINA
Crystal, what do you think you’re doing here?
CRYSTAL
Ah, well, funny story. Long story! Or, uhm, I suppose it’s not
that funny. Or long. Haha!
DAINA
(mocking her) Haha!
SAM
(Quickly, intervening) It’s good to see you, Crys. You look
great.
CRYSTAL
Oh, why thank you!
SAM
Here, sit down. Both of you. (CRYSTAL sits on the couch. DAINA
stays standing. SAM sits down next to CRYSTAL.) So, when did you
get into the city?
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CRYSTAL
Just now!
SAM
Oh wow! Did your flight get in tonight?
CRYSTAL
I drove here, actually.
SAM
You drove?
DAINA
From Seattle?
CRYSTAL
Yes! You act like it’s impossible, haha! Google maps said it
would take me 30 hours, but I think it took me less than that.
Hard to tell with all the starting and stopping, but if we’re
talking strictly road time, I think I beat the clock.
SAM
Crystal, oh my god! That must have taken days, that’s crazy!
CRYSTAL
Isn’t it? But honestly I like to drive, so it was nice.
Therapeutic you might say.
DAINA
And you were so relaxed you didn’t feel the need to, I don’t
know, call us or anything. Showing up unannounced at midnight.
That seemed like the best course of action to further your
therapy.
CRYSTAL
I’m sorry. I should have called. I just started driving the
other night to clear my head, and . . . I mean it just sort of
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happened. I just started heading out and out . . . then I
decided, why not?
DAINA
That’s so selfish.
SAM
Daina, please –
DAINA
No, it’s selfish as hell. Not that I’m surprised. You didn’t
call us then, why call us now? All we got was a fucking postcard
from you then, why should I expect any consideration from you
now? But answer me this: was your phone disconnected for our
thousands of calls or were you just ignoring us?
CRYSTAL
I wasn’t ignoring you.
DAINA
And you barge in, so sure we want to see you. But why would we?
CRYSTAL
Sam asked me to come.
(DAINA shoots a death glare at SAM. Then looks back to CRYSTAL.)
DAINA
Well I think it’s a big “fuck you” to Jaime that you’re here at
all. If you still give half a shit about her you’ll turn around
and go the hell home.
CRYSTAL
I’m not going home.
SAM
Of course you’re not. You came all this way. And I know Jaime
wants to see you.

8

The Back Pocket Play
DAINA
I sincerely doubt that.
SAM
Daina, please shut up.
DAINA
How can you possible be siding with her on this?
SAM
Shut up, Daina! (silence) I’m on Jaime’s side, okay? That’s the
side I’m on. Jaime’s. The last time I visited her, she told me
herself: she misses you, Crystal. She misses all of us. I want
us to be there for her when she gets out. She’s going to need a
lot of help.
CRYSTAL
I would love to help. That’s why I came here.
DAINA
Too little, too late.
CRYSTAL
Daina, you have a right to be mad. But I’ve been driving for
days. I’m here now and I want to help. The least I deserve is a
chance.
DAINA
You don’t deserve anything, you spineless bitch.
CRYSTAL
You want me to sleep in the streets?
DAINA
Oh, buy a fucking hotel room! Downtown, with a view! We all know
you can afford it.
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SAM
You can stay on the couch.
DAINA
Like hell she can. This is my apartment too, you can’t just –
SAM
Fine, then she can have my bed. I’ll sleep on the couch. I don’t
mind.
DAINA
What? Sam, no, that’s not what I –
SAM
Which would make you more comfortable? She can stay on the couch
or have my bed. Either way I have to work early, I should be
getting to bed soon. (Silence. DAINA is shocked.) Well?
DAINA
You’re serious.
SAM
Bed or couch?
DAINA
...couch.
SAM
Lovely. You don’t mind, do you Crystal?
CRYSTAL
No, not at all. Thank you.
DAINA
I’m going to bed. (She heads to the other room.)
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CRYSTAL
Daina, please, can we talk?
DAINA
I’m going to bed. (DAINA exits.)
CRYSTAL
(Calling after her) We’ll talk in the morning! (A door slams)
She hates me.
SAM
I’ll get you some blankets. Do you need to shower? I’ll bring
out some towels too.
CRYSTAL
This was a mistake.
SAM
I’m glad you’re here.
CRYSTAL
She’s so angry, Sam.
SAM
You know how she gets. Do you have any bags, or is this it?
CRYSTAL
This is it. (Drops her bag on the floor) This is me.
SAM
Let me grab those blankets.
(SAM exits. CRYSTAL sits on the couch and stares outward.
BLACKOUT.)
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SCENE 2
Early the next morning. CRYSTAL is asleep on the couch. There is
a light blanket on her. DAINA stands in the middle of the room.
A blanket wraps around her shoulders that she clutches, hair
messy, still in pajamas. She’s staring at CRYSTAL while she
sleeps.
SAM enters with her Kerry’s Diner uniform on, rummaging through
her purse for her keys as she heads to the door.
SAM
Alright, headed to work, so I’ll see you –
DAINA
Sshh!
(She indicates Crystal sleeping. They continue conversation in a
hushed tone.)
SAM
Oh, sorry, I thought . . . wait, why are you just standing here?
(DAINA shrugs) Are you watching her sleep? Awww! That’s so
sweet!
DAINA
No, shut up, I just . . . I was awake. I couldn’t sleep. I was
just checking to see if she stayed.
SAM
Awww. You loooooove her.
DAINA
Jeeze, cut it out. That is the last thing I want to hear right
now.
SAM
Oh that reminds me: hold on a second, I’ll be right back.
(She exits)
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DAINA
Sam, sshh, Sam, what? What are you doing? (SAM returns holding
something behind her back.)
SAM
Look what I found last night!
(SAM pulls a framed photograph out from behind her and hands it
to DAINA.)
DAINA
Oh damn. Oh wow. Where was this?
SAM
You don’t remember? It’s from high school, when we were at the
park after my –
DAINA
No, I mean, where did you find this?
SAM
Oh, you know. I had it lying around.
DAINA
Damn. I’ve never seen this before.
(DAINA turns the frame around in her hands, inspecting it.)
SAM
Yeah, I guess it never made it to Facebook.
DAINA
So this was just lying around your room? In a brand new frame?
(DAINA peels off the barcode sticker on the back of the frame
and holds it up to SAM)
SAM
Mmmhmm. Off to work I go!
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DAINA
You are something else, you know that?
SAM
I am well aware.
DAINA
It’s a great picture of all of us. But . . . (DAINA places the
photo face down on the coffee table) It’s painful. It hurts.
SAM
I’m sorry.
DAINA
You’re not.
SAM
I’m not. (Silence) Hey, could you talk to her? Like she’s a
person?
DAINA
As opposed to what?
SAM
You KNOW what. Don’t act like she’s some sort of monster.
Remember how much you cared about her.
DAINA
Do you think I could forget? Of course not. But she fucked us
over so royally –
SAM
And we’ve got a 2-year gap where an explanation should be. Hey,
I hate her a little bit too. But she’s back. And soon we’ll have
Jaime too. I know there’s love left, please just squeeze a
little out for me. Please?
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DAINA
For you.
SAM
See you later.
DAINA
Later. Be safe.
SAM
You too. I mean it.
(SAM exits. DAINA walks over to her chair and sits down, looking
at CRYSTAL on the couch. CRYSTAL shifts, turns her face toward
the couch.)
DAINA
You can open your eyes now, I know you’re awake. (Silence.)
Crystal, it’s been a while, but I know when you’re bullshitting.
(CRYSTAL shifts back to facing out. Smiling, she opens her
eyes.)
CRYSTAL
Well, good morning!
DAINA
I knew it!
CRYSTAL
Sorry, I felt like I had to. Or would you rather I had popped up
and said “Oh, hey Daina, is there any particular reason you’re
staring at me?”
DAINA
I wasn’t staring.
CRYSTAL
A likely story. May I see the picture?
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DAINA
If you want.
(She hands it to CRYSTAL, who gasps loudly at first glance.)
CRYSTAL
NO. WAY. AAAHHH!
DAINA
(Cringing at the screech) Yep, she’s awake ladies and gentlemen.
CRYSTAL
Oh, I could cry! Throwback!
DAINA
Yeah, right? You’re telling me.
CRYSTAL
Aww! Sam is so skinny. And oh my goodness, Daina, that makeup!
DAINA
Yeah. That’s when I first started experimenting with eyeliner. I
didn’t exactly have thickness control down yet.
CRYSTAL
You were a liquid liner CHAMPION. I remember watching you put it
on while we were on the train. You didn’t even have a mirror,
you just . . . (CRYSTAL mimes applying eyeliner) SHWOOP! SHWOOP!
DAINA
It looked like I drew em on with a fat sharpie.
CRYSTAL
High school was designed to showcase questionable fashion
choices. Like my straight bangs!
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DAINA
Oh please. You can put gum wrappers in your hair and it would
still be glamorous.
CRYSTAL
Oh, go
in the
phase.
green,

on! (She smiles. Then looks down to address the elephant
room.) And this is when Jaime was in her neon colors
Her hair’s seen the whole rainbow. I always liked the
it made her eyes pop.
DAINA

Sure.
CRYSTAL
Though it doesn’t take much with eyes like hers. (Silence. DAINA
grits her teeth and stares at the floor. CRYSTAL takes a
conspicuous deep inhale.) Have you been, uhm, seeing her?
DAINA
You mean visiting her in prison?
CRYSTAL
Yes, that.
DAINA
Yeah. She’s just an hour south on the Red Line. Sam goes more
than I do, doesn’t always tell me when she goes.
CRYSTAL
Oh. Does that bother you?
DAINA
No, I get it. They grew up together. They want their space. Not
that you get that much space in there to begin with.
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CRYSTAL
That makes sense. Gosh, I can’t even picture her in there.
Surrounded by . . . oh! Who KNOWS who! And does she have to wear
those . . . what are they, jumpsuits?
DAINA
Yes, Crystal. It’s prison.
CRYSTAL
Oh I don’t know. I’ve never been to a prison. I thought maybe
she’d . . . oh, I don’t know. I’m sorry. (Silence)
DAINA
When did you to find out she went to prison?
CRYSTAL
I didn’t know until Sam reached out a little while ago. I knew
she was in trouble of course, I just didn’t know how much
trouble.
DAINA
Crystal.
CRYSTAL
What?
DAINA
I’ll keep telling you until you until you get it through your
head. You cannot bullshit me. I know you, you’re fucking
translucent.
CRYSTAL
So you’re just not going to believe anything I say, is that it?
DAINA
Not the bullshit.
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CRYSTAL
Ha! As arrogant as ever. How can you be so sure you have me
figured out when you can’t claim to know a thing about me
anymore?
DAINA
And who’s fault is that, princess?
CRYSTAL
Gah! Don’t call me princess. You know I hate that.
DAINA
Quit acting like one.
CRYSTAL
What! How am I –
DAINA
You said last night that you deserve a chance. I want to give
you one. But don’t you dare lie to my face.
CRYSTAL
Oh, so this is it? My “chance” is you attacking me?
DAINA
I’m not attacking you! I mean . . . look, I’m sorry. I’ll try
not to . . . I don’t know. Just talk to me. I want the truth. I
want to listen. Please just be real with me. If you want a
chance then the least we deserve is the truth.
CRYSTAL
We?
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DAINA
Yes, we. Sam and I. Jaime knows more than we do, but she shut
down in there, dude. You know how private she could be before
all this, so you can imagine how hard it is to get a word out of
her.
CRYSTAL
Did she ever say anything about me?
DAINA
Asked if we knew what was up with you a couple times. Said no
every time. But you heard Sam, I guess she misses you.
CRYSTAL
I miss her too. I’ve missed you all.
DAINA
We never left.
CRYSTAL
I know that.
DAINA
If you missed us then why? Why did you fucking abandon us?
CRYSTAL
Attacking me. You’re doing it again.
DAINA
You make it easy, Crys.
CRYSTAL
Don’t be cruel.
(DAINA takes a deep breath and throws up her hands to
surrender.)
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DAINA
Alright. Okay. Just talk.
CRYSTAL
What do you want me to say?
DAINA
What happened that night? Where did you go?
CRYSTAL
(Quietly, deliberately) Daina, I was terrified. It felt like I
was outside my body watching myself, watching them. I couldn’t
breathe. The moment I heard Jaime talking back to them –
DAINA
What did she say to them?
CRYSTAL
She didn’t tell you?
DAINA
She was out of it. She barely told us anything.
CRYSTAL
Oh. Okay.
DAINA
Did she hit the cop?
CRYSTAL
What? No! No.
DAINA
I fucking knew it. Goddamn it.
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CRYSTAL
What? What’s wrong?
DAINA
She took a plea deal. That useless fucking lawyer. She had Jaime
plead guilty to assaulting an officer and drug possession just
to get her case to trial.
CRYSTAL
What? Why? That’s not . . . I mean, why did she do that?
DAINA
She had some things on her record already, and the lawyer said
they’d work against her case. That, and they only take the cases
of people who plead guilty. Otherwise she would be rotting in
jail for years and years. And she got time off her sentence.
Three years instead of six. Thank fuck they’re letting her out a
little sooner.
CRYSTAL
A record? What record, Jaime doesn’t have a record!
DAINA
Apparently she does. Misdemeanors. They were all small, stupid
fucking things. But she has a court record, clear as day. Some
from high school, some from when she was home from college
during the summers hanging out with Rob. Disorderly conduct,
trespassing, stuff like that.
CRYSTAL
Oh my God. That doesn’t make any sense.
DAINA
It’s just because her neighborhood is rough and the crooked ass
cops are racist. And if it were Sam and I in that car instead of
you and her this would have never fucking happened.
CRYSTAL
Uhm . . .
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DAINA
What?
CRYSTAL
Nothing.
DAINA
What? You don’t believe me?
CRYSTAL
No. I . . . I don’t know.
DAINA
You’re here in front of me and she’s not. Tell me why.
CRYSTAL
I ran away, you know that.
DAINA
And they let you.
CRYSTAL
They were screaming. I think they tried to chase me.
DAINA
You THINK they tried?
CRYSTAL
I don’t know. Leave me alone.
DAINA
What if Jaime had run away?
CRYSTAL
Stop.
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DAINA
If Jaime had run away she would be dead. They would have shot
her in the back.
CRYSTAL
I don’t want to hear this.
DAINA
Hear what, the truth?
CRYSTAL
It’s hard enough as it is without making this a race thing,
please, just stop.
DAINA
A race thing? A race thing? It is a race thing!
CRYSTAL
Here we go.
DAINA
Are you out of your fucking mind? The police find a grocery bag
full of weed and acid in our car, arrest only ONE of us, and
it’s not a race thing?
CRYSTAL
Stop, stop! I’m begging you, please, Daina: will you stay calm
for a second and listen to me? I want to tell you what happened.
Or if you want I can just sit here and you can yell at me all
day.
DAINA
Go. Talk.
CRYSTAL
You and Sam went in to get snacks or lighters or whatever it
was. Jaime was filling up her car, and the police came up to
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her. I was on my phone and I looked up when I heard voices. They
shone a light into the car, right in my face. They asked where
she was headed, and then asked if there were drugs in the car.
And of course Jaime has to say no, there isn’t any.
DAINA
Sweet Jesus. If that’s not racial profiling I don’t know what
is.
CRYSTAL
Can I finish before you put a political spin on everything?
Please?
DAINA
Why would a police officer just decide to ask her if she had
drugs?
CRYSTAL
There were plenty of reasons. Number one, it’s in their job
description to do that sort of thing. And it was late, our music
was loud. Her car was all beat up.
DAINA
Oh, I’m sorry. So they questioned her because she was Black AND
poor, of course. Yes, let’s keep this story straight.
CRYSTAL
If you’re capable of hearing someone talk without controlling
them, indulge me. (Silence. DAINA motions her to keep going.)
The cops asked if they could search the car, so I’m sitting
there freaking out. And then Jaime says no! She looks at him
straight in the eyes and says no, you can’t search my car
without a warrant, it’s against the law. And right then we’re
just screwed. If we let them search, they’ll find the bag of
weed in the trunk. And her straight up telling them no, that . .
. God, that’s what did it.
DAINA
She was right, they can’t do that, it’s fucking illegal.
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CRYSTAL
I knew that just as well as she did. But you can’t just argue
with the cops, Daina. That’s begging for trouble. It was eerie,
though, because she stayed calm the whole time. You know how
unshakably calm she is. That made them even more angry.
DAINA
God bless her. What a superwoman.
CRYSTAL
They keep asking to search the car, she’s saying, no, no, no, no
. . . but the back door wasn’t locked and eventually they just
reach past her and open the door. And Jaime, she lunges in front
of him. Like, she kind of makes herself a human barricade
between him and the door, And they, they . . .
DAINA
They attacked her.
CRYSTAL
They pushed her out of the way, threw her to the ground. She was
starting to scream, and he just kicked her right in the face.
And she passed out. And I look at her, she’s bleeding, and all
crumpled up. I start bawling my eyes out, I’m so scared I can’t
even see straight. And they say to me, they say: “Ma’am, step
out of the vehicle, ma’am.” But like I said, I’m frozen. So they
pull me out and I’m just standing by the pump, just sobbing. One
guy is dragging Jaime to the police car. The other guy, he’s
searching the car, and he gets to the trunk and I just book it.
I run for my life. Oh, I’m such a coward! My body just thrust
forward, I don’t even remember doing it.
DAINA
Huh.
CRYSTAL
I’m so sorry, Daina.
DAINA
Okay.
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CRYSTAL
I was a coward and I’m sorry. I know why you hate me because I
hate myself for it, too.
DAINA
Crystal, that’s not why I hate you right now.
CRYSTAL
What are you talking about?
DAINA
Look at me for a second.
CRYSTAL
What? I’m looking at you. Jesus, what?
DAINA
Jaime was interrogated, beaten, and arrested because she was
Black. You know that, right? You had to have seen that, right?
CRYSTAL
That is not what happened, Daina. That is not what I saw. I’m
sorry, but she wasn’t listening to them. She was being
disrespectful, and I told you, she threw herself in-between them
and the car.
DAINA
So you’re saying she deserved what happened to her?
CRYSTAL
Don’t you dare put words in my mouth. Who do you think you are?
I was the one who saw it. It wasn’t a hate crime; it was just a
terrible misunderstanding. Don’t act like this is somehow my
fault.
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DAINA
It’s not that it’s your fault, it’s that you’re delusional.
You’re fucking blind.
CRYSTAL
I’m delusional? Ha! No! No, YOU’RE delusional!
DAINA
When we came out, you were gone, and the cops couldn’t give half
a shit where you went. They took our names down but never once
pressed charges. Jaime took the fall for everything. Why,
Crystal, why did she? Tell me why!
CRYSTAL
Shut up! Stop!
DAINA
Oh, excuse me! I’m so sorry! Is the truth is making you
uncomfortable?
CRYSTAL
I am telling you the truth, you idiot! You told me not to
bullshit you, well there, I didn’t. And I won’t. That’s what
happened. But now YOU want to bullshit ME with this selfrighteous political nonsense. God, you’re such a hypocrite.
DAINA
Do you know how fucking ignorant you sound? How heartless, how
fundamentally brainless?
CRYSTAL
(Sarcastic) Okay, fine. You know what? The cops were wearing
white hoods, alright? Yeah, there was a big ol’ confederate flag
in the back of their van. They were just HURLING racial slurs
left and right. They were handing out wooden crosses for
everyone to burn in their backyards.
DAINA
Excuse me?
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CRYSTAL
You were inside buying gummy watermelons. But you get to tell
me, who was there, what happened. Yes, Daina. That makes sense.
I’m sorry; I’ll step down now. Let me go watch 24 straight hours
of MSNBC so someone can tell me how to think for myself. Let me
get on your level so I can get treated like a human instead of a
fucking animal.
DAINA
Get out.
CRYSTAL
Aha! Of course. You can dish it but you can’t take it.
DAINA
That was your chance. Get. Out.
CRYSTAL
No.
DAINA
You’re in my fucking apartment. And I’m telling you to leave.
Leave.
CRYSTAL
This is Sam’s apartment too and she wants me here. Jaime wants
me here. And it sounds like she needs someone to treat her like
a human instead of a political prop. Someone to be her friend
instead of chanting her name at Black Lives Matter rallies.
DAINA
You make me sick.
CRYSTAL
It’s the truth. You and your pet causes. Stop slave labor
coffee! Occupy Wall Street! The feminist stuff I can understand,
but pick your fucking battles. Newsflash, Daina: you’re not even
Black!
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DAINA
You’re right, I’m not Black. I just give a flying fuck about
someone other than myself. Which is more than I can say for you.
CRYSTAL
God! Why did I think I could make this work? I thought you’d
deflate your ego for five seconds to hear me out. What kind of
fairy tale was I living in?
DAINA
The same fairy tale you’ve lived in your whole life!
CRYSTAL
I can’t do this. I tried, I tried . . .
CRYSTAL exits into SAM’s room. DAINA grips her head and groans,
kicking the chair, throwing a pillow. She sees the photograph on
the table, picks it up, and hurls it across the room. Then she
grabs her coat and her purse and heads for the door.
DAINA
(Calling back to CRYSTAL) I’m going out. You better not be here
when I get back.
(DAINA exits. Silence. CRYSTAL re-enters, hoping to catch DAINA
before she leave, bur sees that DAINA is gone.)
CRYSTAL
I can’t. I can’t. (CRYSTAL sees SAM’s notepad on the coffee
table. She flips to the back and tears a page out. She grabs the
pencil beside the pad, talks aloud with the words she writes
down.) Dear Sam, Daina and . . . and Jaime.
BLACKOUT.

SCENE 3
Early evening the same day. CRYSTAL emerges from SAM’s room, her
bag in hand, coat draped over her arm. She sets down her
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belongings on the couch and looks around the apartment. She sees
the frame that Daina threw against the wall laying on the ground
and goes to pick it up. She places the picture back upright on
the table. She reaches into her bag and pulls out an envelope.
Written on it are the words “To Daina, Sam, and Jaime”. She
props it up against the frame. CRYSTAL puts on her coat and
heads for the door. She stops.
CRYSTAL
Fuck.
She returns to the couch and slumps over, her head in her hands.
Downstairs, SAM and DAINA enter. SAM is supporting DAINA, who is
limp and muttering to herself, drunk. SAM hits the buzzer,
CRYSTAL tenses and doesn’t move. SAM groans, shifts DAINA, and
buzzes again. CRYSTAL goes to the window and sees them.
CRYSTAL
Oh my god!
(She runs down to help SAM)
SAM
Here, you take this side. I’ve got her.
DAINA
(slurring) I don’t need . . . I’ve got to . . . sshh sshh I’ve
got this . . .
SAM
Almost home, Daina. Just a few more steps. (They carry her up
the stairs) I’ve got her from here, I’ll be right back.
CRYSTAL
Okay.
(SAM exits with DAINA. CRYSTAL goes and grabs the letter and
quickly shoves it back in her bag. SAM enters again with two
mugs.)
SAM
Going somewhere?
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CRYSTAL
No.
SAM
Thank God. Do you want some tea?
CRYSTAL
Oh, sure, thank you.
SAM
(handing CRYSTAL a mug of tea) You and Daina must have had a
nice chat, huh?
CRYSTAL
When did she start drinking again?
SAM
I haven’t kept a calendar.
CRYSTAL
She was sober for so long, I was so proud of her . . . She’s not
doing this every night again, is she?
SAM
Some weeks are better than others.
CRYSTAL
Jesus. Where did you find her?
SAM
Aunt Mary was at Norse Bar, she saw Daina there. She was getting
belligerent when they tried to cut her off. And she puked right
on the counter. Some people were trying to get her out, asking
if anyone knew her. Mary called me as I was on my way back from
Kerry’s, so I scooped her up.
CRYSTAL
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You’re a saint.
SAM
It’s nothing. I had to get my Mom out of bars all the time in
high school. At this point I’m a pro. Quick and speedy service.
I could start a business.
CRYSTAL
Charge backpay to your Mom and you’d be rich.
SAM
You’re right, you’re right! Man oh man. Daina can usually walk
afterwards though, and form relatively coherent sentences. But
tonight she really destroyed herself.
CRYSTAL
It’s my fault. I know it is. But Sam, please believe me: I tried
not to make her upset. I played defensive for as long as I
could. But it got to the point where she was unleashing an allout war on me. I had to say something for my own dignity.
SAM
Daina can be over sensitive. She likes to be right. But, hey,
did you know she’s been trying to meditate? She’s working on it,
she really is.
CRYSTAL
It seems to me she hasn’t been working very hard.
SAM
I know, I know. Believe me, I know what you mean. (SAM sighs)
The way she can go zero to one hundred sometimes . . . I’ll
admit, it makes me worry that she’ll never change. And in a way,
I don’t expect her to.

CRYSTAL
Neither do I! Ugh. I wonder which is more exhausting: trying to
hold your own against her, or actually BEING her.
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SAM
That is a brilliant question.
CRYSTAL
A day in the life of Daina: constantly find ways to tear down
everyone around you just to hold yourself up.
SAM
Well, that’s kind of like you, isn’t it?
CRYSTAL
Wait, which?
SAM
Finding ways to tear people down. Only in your case it’s that
you’re always trying to . . . I don’t know, anticipate everyone?
So instead of tearing them down I guess you take them apart.
Size them up. You know?
CRYSTAL
Hey now, let’s be reasonable. Being conscious of what I say and
those around me does not mean I’m tearing them down. Give me
some credit, Sam!
SAM
You’re the same. That’s why you butt heads. And you hurt her. A
Daina scorned puts the battle on hard mode.
CRYSTAL
I didn’t ask for a battle!

SAM
You set one up, babe.
CRYSTAL
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I came here willing to beg on my hands and knees for
forgiveness. And I understand that what I did might even warrant
that. I admit coming out here was impulsive, a huge risk. But I
didn’t think making amends would be impossible. I didn’t think
I’d get barked at and called a racist by someone who used to be
my best friend.
SAM
Hold up, what?
CRYSTAL
Yeah! Yeah, she was trying to tell me Jaime got arrested because
she was Black, and that the police were being racist. And I said
that was all politics, called her out; she said I was an idiot
and that I was being racist. Me, racist! Ugh! I’m sorry for
running away but she can’t expect me to put up with that.
SAM
Oh . . . oh boy.
CRYSTAL
I’m concerned for Jaime, I came here to see her. But . . . maybe
I have a skewed idea of what I deserve, but I thought maybe once
Daina would ask how I was. What I’ve been up to for 2 years. I
don’t even feel like a person who’s here right now.
SAM
Well . . . how are you, Crystal?
CRYSTAL
Ugh, Sam, see this is why I love you!
(She hugs SAM. SAM laughs a bit.)

SAM
I love you too, Crys, and I’m sorry. It’s been a struggle, you
know? We’re wrapped up in our own stuff trying to make ends
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meet. We’ve got horse blinders on. But enough, I’ll let you talk
about Seattle. Has it been hard?
CRYSTAL
Well, let me tell you! Right when I told my Dad what happened,
he told me to get the hell out of dodge. One of his co-workers
had a research lab in Seattle and was looking for interns. So my
Dad suggested I leave town quietly, change my number, and
proceed with a clean slate.
SAM
That would explain why he wouldn’t answer my emails.
CRYSTAL
Yeah. He wanted me to “wait until the dust settled”. He had all
these stories planned if the police contacted him looking for
me. “Crystal doesn’t do drugs, she has a blahblahblah medical
condition that forbids it!” He even suggested that I say I went
to Seattle for some big surgery or something. Isn’t that wild?
SAM
Yeah, that’s, uhm . . . that’s wild. Your Dad has always been
thorough, I guess.
CRYSTAL
Oh you have no idea. But anyway, the man I’ve been working with
in the lab, he’s written so many books, you know? In fact I’m
80% sure he wrote one of our Biology textbooks from high school.
Talk about a résumé booster, right?
SAM
Wow, Crys, that’s amazing.
CRYSTAL
It was so random and it happened so fast. Seattle is beautiful,
if you can get past the grey days. It gets gloomy, I get lonely.
The lab work has been a lifesaver, I missed that environment so,
so much. Everyone scribbling, observing, buzzing around to
different stations.
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SAM
That’s lovely. Does it pay okay?
CRYSTAL
No, not at all. It’s unpaid. But I’m getting so much experience.
SAM
Oh. Well, that’s good.
CRYSTAL
I was working at a coffee shop for a second but I got fired
within the first couple weeks. It was so hectic and my boss was
a MORON. Science is where my heart is anyway, screw food
service. (Pause. CRYSTAL looks at SAM, and then attempts to
cover up her faux pas.) I mean, you’re a natural at it! I only
meant –
SAM
Don’t worry about it. It’s not exactly a career goal of mine,
that’s for sure. But that internship sounds like it’ll get you
off to a great start.
CRYSTAL
Yeah, it’s a great opportunity. God, Sam, I’ve missed you!
You’re such a saint, such a calming presence. I’m glad you don’t
hate me too. Ugh, never go to work again, just stay here and
hang out with me!
SAM
Haha, if only. Gotta pay rent, you know.
CRYSTAL
You’re such an independent woman! You’ve got a job, you pay
rent! Such an adult!
SAM
I don’t really have a choice.
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CRYSTAL
I know, I know. I just admire you, is all. I envy you.
SAM
That’s silly.
CRYSTAL
I do, I envy you! You’ve got to help me, Sam. How do I get
through to Daina? I’m worried if she can’t change we’ll never
get along. What do we do? Unleash your beautiful sagely wisdom!
SAM
My sagely wisdom?
CRYSTAL
Yes, please! I know you’ve already solved everything in your
head.
SAM
I wouldn’t say that.
CRYSTAL
I’m sorry to have made her drink like that. But she’s just so
unreasonable. Thrusting rhetoric on me, labeling me like she’s
the authority on the human race. Such blatant arrogance! I don’t
even SEE race, you know? Everyone’s equal to me, I’m totally
colorblind. I don’t even think of Jaime as Black, she’s just
Jaime!
This “Black Lives Matter” thing is just creating militant
zombies. Daina’s lost in it! She’s got her head so far up her
own ass she can’t listen to the people around her. She speaks AT
us but doesn’t communicate. And she can preoccupy herself with
the “oppression of the African American community” but she can’t
even keep her own life together. I mean, look at her! She acts
like she’s some kind of savior. But talking about racism every
waking second just creates more racism! It divides us! You know?
Sorry, I’m ranting. I’m no better than Daina, haha! (Silence)
Well say something, Sam, don’t leave me hanging!
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SAM
Can I show you something?
CRYSTAL
Oh, that picture you mean? I’ve seen it, it’s beautiful!
SAM
No, not that. Something I’ve been working on.
CRYSTAL
Oh, I’d be honored! I’ve missed seeing your art! I remember in
college your room was just COVERED in it. Oh I can’t wait to
see, Sam!
SAM
One second.
(SAM exits and returns with her notebook. She flips through and
opens it to the right drawing and hands it to CRYSTAL.)
CRYSTAL
Oh wow, Sam, this is . . . (Silence. She looks at SAM, then back
to the drawing.) I was expecting trees and flowers, you’ve
always been so good at landscapes. This is . . .
SAM
It’s a mural.
CRYSTAL
A mural! Oh!

SAM
Jaime designed it. She told me what she wanted over my last few
visits. When she gets released I’m going to get some people I
volunteer with at the Arts Center to help paint it. It’ll be
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over in the neighborhood where she grew up. Over in the parking
lot next to the abandoned car dealerships.
CRYSTAL
I see. Very cool.
SAM
Do you know which lot I’m talking about? Have you ever been
there?
CRYSTAL
I don’t know, maybe, maybe not. Looks great though Sam, really.
You’re so talented. (She hand the notebook back to SAM, but she
doesn’t take it.)
SAM
Where Jaime grew up . . . it was rough. Mine wasn’t exactly safe
either, but once you crossed the border into Englewood, there
was this stark change. It’s a rough neighborhood. I know you
know that.
CRYSTAL
Yes, a mural will definitely help to . . .uhm . . . raise
spirits.
SAM
Jaime’s Mom still lives
she’s made of gold. She
we were kids, not a day
exactly where Jaime was

over there. She talks about Jaime like
loves her with a kind of obsession. When
went by that Ms. Gains didn’t know
and exactly where she was going to be.
CRYSTAL

I remember Jaime’s Mom! She’s so sweet.

SAM
Something she said when we were kids has stuck with me for my
whole life. Me, Jaime, her brother Robert and a few kids from
the neighborhood had been out kind of late. We were supposed to
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be back before the streetlights came on. But we were having so
much fun playing in the sprinklers we lost track of time. When
Jaime and Rob and I got back to their house, Ms. Gains was
livid. I remember seeing her with her arms crossed out on the
porch, lips pursed. We walked in dripping, sopping wet, single
file with our heads down.
She had me sit in the front room and wait for my Mom to come get
me. They went back to the kitchen and I thought for sure I was
going to hear screaming or spanking or both. I heard crying.
Really soft crying, the kind that just breaks you heart if you
really tune into it. I heard Jaime and Rob apologizing, saying
sorry Mama, we’re so sorry. And Ms. Gains said to them:
“Samantha has the police on her side. She’s safe here so long as
she’s careful. But you’ve got to watch out for criminals, and
for the police. You’ve got to, you’ve got to, I won’t lose you.”
I was confused. I was angry, too, I thought she was lying to
them to scare them. Then the next couple of weeks I started to
see what she meant. I’d see a group of boys playing basketball,
and a police van would roll by. Before the police could even get
out of their car, the boys had their hands against the wall with
their legs spread, ready to get searched. Total submission. Like
the police weren’t on their side, just like Ms. Gains said. And
when I’d visit Daina at her house, I saw her parents talk to the
police like they were good friends. Kids ran all up and down the
street at whatever time of night with no problem.
And I realized: I grew up in a Black neighborhood with everyone
around me living in fear. But my whiteness protected me from all
that constant worry. And I know you don’t think of yourself as
White, and you say Jaime isn’t Black. But to the world she is.
And those police that night, they could see it. It’s all they
could see. And Crystal, I love you. Jaime loves you, and Daina
loves you. But you’re so well-adjusted to injustice you pretend
it doesn’t exist.
CRYSTAL
I know it exists. Hell, my Dad never let me go South of 35th
street. I know there are rough neighborhoods and I know there’s
crime and things that need to change. But it’s not my fault I
grew up in a good neighborhood. I was raised to mind my own
business.
SAM
You were raised not to notice.
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CRYSTAL
Whatever you want to call it.
SAM
Not noticing requires energy. And all that energy built up keeps
you from feeling uncomfortable, I get it. But I also know that
right now you feel guilt. And shame.
CRYSTAL
Is that what you want from me?
SAM
No, not exactly. Look, Crystal, if we hadn’t gone to a magnet
high school we would have never met. Our paths would never in a
million years have crossed. You’d probably never have middle
class friends, and Jaime and I would never have dreamed of
knowing someone who, well, who is –
CRYSTAL
Listen, it’s not my fault my parents have money.
SAM
That’s not what I’m saying. I understand you don’t know what it
feels like to have the police against you. But you have to
acknowledge what happens down South. Hell, what happens
EVERYWHERE, if you’re looking closely enough. I want you to
realize that when you say Jaime’s arrest had nothing to do with
race, you’re lying to yourself and you’re lying to me.
CRYSTAL
What do you want from me, Sam?

SAM
I want you to wake up! I want you to see what’s right in front
of you! You could have come back to Chicago, you know. When the
dust settled, after a couple of months, a year. But you didn’t
even call. You deal with problems by ignoring them. You do

42

The Back Pocket Play
whatever it takes to make sure you’re never uncomfortable. Even
if that means abandoning your friends!
CRYSTAL
FUCK YOU! (Silence) I’m, sorry, I –
SAM
You ask for forgiveness. If you want forgiveness, apologize. Not
your patented bubbly Crystal apology, a real one. You say you’re
not racist. And if you don’t want to be racist, acknowledge
racism when it stares you straight in the fucking face. (SAM’s
phone rings in her pocket. She pulls it out and looks at the
screen.) Oh my god, it’s the jail.
CRYSTAL
Answer it.
(While SAM is on the phone, DAINA stumbles into the room.
Neither CRYSTAL or SAM sees her enter. A blanket around her
shoulders, she hobbles forward and listens.)
SAM
(walking to the corner of the room, pacing as she talks) Hello?
Yes, this is she. Yes, that’s right. Tomorrow! Oh my goodness.
I’m sorry, what time did you say? (She runs to write something
down) Alright. Which was it? Okay. Yes, of course. Thank you so
much, sir. (She hangs up) They told me Friday. I can’t believe
it.
CRYSTAL
Tomorrow?
SAM
Tomorrow.
DAINA
Jaime’s coming home.
CRYSTAL
Daina!
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DAINA
Jaime’s coming home. (She trips slightly)
SAM
Daina, be careful.
DAINA
(Still very drunk.) This is good. This is so good. (She goes
between CRYSTAL and SAM and hugs them together) We need this. We
need this, don’t we? Hey Crystal! Crystal: I love you, man. (She
grabs CRYSTAL by the shoulders) I would give anything in the
world to be close to you again. You mean the world to me. I miss
you. You’re right here but I miss you because nothing’s right.
CRYSTAL
I miss you too, Daina. (DAINA hugs her. CRYSTAL stays stiff.)
DAINA
Nothing’s right. But it can be. We can do it, I know we can. I
know we –
(DAINA gags and covers her mouth, breaking away from CRYSTAL.
DAINA runs to the bathroom.)
SAM
Oh man. I’ll be right back.
(SAM exits after DAINA. In the distance, retching noises can be
heard, as well as SAM muttering comforting things to DAINA.
CRYSTAL is frozen where she was when DAINA was hugging her.
After a moment, she goes to her bag and takes out the letter
again. She stares at it, griping it with both hands. Suddenly
she tears it, once, and slowly. Then many times over, jerkily.
The pieces are all over the floor. CRYSTAL runs out the front
door without her purse or coat.)
(offstage) Crystal, could you get me some paper towels? Crys?
Crystal?
BLACKOUT.
SCENE 4
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Sounds of sweeping are heard. Lights up on DAINA cleaning up
bits of the letter CRYSTAL ripped up. She finds a particularly
large piece and picks it up, squinting at it. SAM enters
carrying a black dress on a hanger.
SAM
Would this fit Jaime?
DAINA
Hmm . . . it might be a little tight. But she’s lost weight in
there, yeah?
SAM
A little bit. I can see it in her face.
DAINA
Yeah. Wait, won’t she have clothes waiting there for her? You
know, the outfit she was brought in with when she first got
there?
SAM
Yeah, but what if THAT doesn’t fit?
DAINA
Then we take her home and find something that does fit. Or,
hell, we take her out shopping.
SAM
Shopping! Shit, why didn’t I think of that? I could have been
saving all this time, I could have put money aside to buy her
something nice. Oh, I’m so mad at myself!
DAINA
Sam, shut up. You’ve been saving like crazy. You don’t need to –
SAM
And the apartment is a total pigsty! I should have mopped last
night or something. Do you still have an extra cover for the
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couch, the light one, the blue one with the pattern? It’s so
nice and bright, it’d be perfect to –
DAINA
Sam, stop. Everything will be fine.
SAM
I want everything to be perfect.
DAINA
Sam. Everything will be fine. She’ll be happy just to be out of
there. She’s not gonna be picky about some dust. That’s not her.
You know her. And you know that you’ve done every fricking thing
in your power to make her “Welcome Home” as perfect as it can
be.
SAM
Not everything.
DAINA
Yes, everything! All she’ll really want is to feel like a person
again. It’s gonna be a gradual thing, not like an instant “WHAM!
ALL BETTER!” thing. Alright? We’ve got this, okay?
SAM
Okay. Okay, I know you’re right. (They hug, but SAM breaks away)
Let me just scrub down the kitchen real quick. . . (She exits)
DAINA
Sam! No, Sam, get back here! (Follows SAM out)
CRYSTAL appears by the door below. Her hair is up in a bun on
the top of her head. She’s wearing an old sweater over
yesterday’s outfit. CRYSTAL carries three cups of coffee in a
cardboard holder. She hits the buzzer.
SAM
(entering) It’s Crystal, it’s gotta be.
(She runs to the window. They make eye contact. SAM covers her
mouth, CRYSTAL smiles and waves. DAINA enters.)
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DAINA
It’s her, isn’t it?
SAM
It’s her. (Sam buzzes her up)
DAINA
I don’t know what to say.
SAM
Neither do I. (Sam opens the door, CRYSTAL stands at the
threshold instead of barging in)
CRYSTAL
Thank you for letting me in. May I come in? I brought donuts and
coffee.
SAM
Yeah, please, come in, come in.
CRYSTAL
Caramel latte. Right?
DAINA
Yeah.
CRYSTAL
Sam, I got yours black, is that right?
SAM
Yes ma’am.
CRYSTAL
Haha! Look at this elephant memory of mine. I opted not to get
Jaime anything because I figured she wouldn’t be back yet. She’s
not here yet, is she?

47

The Back Pocket Play

SAM
No, not yet. We’ll leave to get her soon, though.
DAINA
We’ll take her to her Mom’s first. She’s got some family waiting
there for her.
CRYSTAL
Oh, it’s great to hear that. How wonderful.
SAM
Where did you stay last night, Crys?
CRYSTAL
Nowhere, really. I didn’t sleep. I just ended up sort of driving
around, walking around, and thinking.
DAINA
You walked around alone? All night? You could have gotten
yourself killed!
CRYSTAL
I’m all right. I feel amazing, actually. This city is so
beautiful, especially at night. Everything is hushed but still
glowing. The air feels lighter, fresher, kinder, almost. I was
out by Loyola Beach for a long, long time. Do you remember that
spot, way out on the end of the pier? You have to squeeze behind
the little lighthouse to get to it.
DAINA
Of course I remember it. I still go there sometimes before
shifts at the market, really early in the morning before
sunrise.
CRYSTAL
It was beautiful. God! Incredibly beautiful! I lost track of the
fact I was on land. You’re just there in the middle of the
water, having it churn all around you. At first I found myself
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just standing there, just listening. Something about the sound
of the lake, it was like it was tugging on me. I was looking out
at the horizon, and I just . . . well, it’s odd. But I started
screaming. I was crying, sobbing, but mostly just screaming. But
I could barely hear myself, I sounded like an echo.
And you know, I don’t like letting go. Not really. When I start
to lose control, I shut things down immediately. I can seal up
any crack in sight. But coming back to Chicago, I started to let
go. And standing out there by the lake it all came rushing out
and I couldn’t control it even if I tried. Afterwards I just sat
there, feeling a little empty, but . . . clearer.
DAINA
Crys, I . . . I’m not sure if I follow.
CRYSTAL
I realized something. Something you said earlier, Sam, about
using energy not to notice. That’s what I mean. Keeping the
cracks sealed. That’s how I survive. That’s how my whole family
survives. My Mom uses all her energy not to notice how brainless
all her beefy bronze boyfriends are. Or how evil all her L.A.
Barbie doll friends can be. They’ll tear her apart for wearing
the wrong shoes one day and she’ll cry to me about it on the
phone. Then they’ll buy her a mimosa at brunch the next day and
everything is fine. And my Dad, helping me hide instead of . . .
instead of being here for you guys. Instead of staying and
facing what was next, he whipped up a whole plan for me, yep,
that took energy. A lot of energy.
And not talking to you all, not even checking in, convincing
myself it was for the best. That took a metric shit ton of
energy. And I never let myself realize it. It’s like the
background activity on your phone, you know?
SAM
Like, when you leave Google maps on when you’re done using it.
And so it sucks up all your data sitting there in your back
pocket.
CRYSTAL
Yes, exactly like that! That energy buzzing, wasting away, is
like . . . it helps me, my Mom, my Dad, everyone: it helps us
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not to notice. You know what I thought about for the first time
in my life last night? For the first fucking time?
DAINA
What’s that?
CRYSTAL
All the bad neighborhoods, here, in Seattle, in New York, in L.A
. . . every single bad neighborhood is almost always entirely
Black.
DAINA
Don’t tell me you only just realized this.
CRYSTAL
No, no, I knew it. Of course I knew it, everyone alive knows it
for a fact. But I only just really thought about it and what it
means, what it says about all of us and our priorities.
DAINA
It’s pretty fucked up.
CRYSTAL
Yes, but not only that, it’s . . . it’s a fact. And . . . God, I
feel so fucking guilty for saying this, but . . . I just let
myself think that since this is the way it is, that everything’s
fine. I mean, I clutch my fucking purse when I’m walking by a
Black man on the street. If I ever see a group of Black women
being loud, I . . . I judge them, you know, in a way I’d never
judge them if they were White. It’s wired into me, I never mean
to think that way, but I do. And that night, with Jaime and the
police . . . it’s why I ran. I couldn’t think about it, I
couldn’t process it. Because I never learned how. Because I’m
fucking racist and I don’t want to be. I am but I don’t want to
be, but I don’t know how to stop.
DAINA
Crys, hold on. It’s okay, listen to me. It’s hard. Thinking
about this stuff, it’s fucking painful. But it’s not that simple
that you can just say you’re racist, it’s complicated.
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CRYSTAL
No, you said it before Daina, and I’m telling you, you were
right. And I’m so, so sorry.
SAM
I’m racist too, Crys.
CRYSTAL
What? Sam, shut up, you could never be –
SAM
I am. Daina is, too. And so are you. Those moments you’re
talking about, I have them too. It stings every time, when I
notice it. When I catch myself. Sometimes I just stare at a man
on the train who scared the crap out of me just by sitting down,
I really look at him. And I remind myself, this man isn’t a
thief. He’s a human on his way somewhere just like I am. And I
feel so guilty for ever being scared. But that’s the part of
racism we deal with the most. The guilt, the shame if we sit and
think about it instead of ignoring it. You’re racist, I’m
racist, it’s how we’re raised. We’re trapped in a history we
don’t understand because we want to think it’s over, but it’s
not. And we’d rather take the energy to ignore it all than to
acknowledge it. Because it can make us question everything.
DAINA
It makes me depressed. It makes me angry, so angry, to notice.
Like I’m carrying a burden no one else wants to carry. There’s
thousands of people we’re just ignoring, and that makes me so
fucking sad. That’s why I dug into you, Crystal, before. I’m
tired of it, and if I can’t change people’s minds, I just feel
useless.
CRYSTAL
I feel useless. I feel stupid and I feel small.
SAM
It’s complicated. And often, it’s lonely. But it’s also freeing,
living the truth. It leaves you raw and angry, watching the news
is enough to make you want to scream.
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DAINA
Makes me want to drink an entire handle of vodka, swear to God.
CRYSTAL
But . . . but, what the fuck can we do. We can’t do anything, so
I feel like a fucking fool.
SAM
Nobody can wave a magic wand. Jaime told me one day when I was
visiting her, when I was really overwhelmed, she told me: focus
on your own sphere of influence. Who’s lives do you affect, and
how? Who do you talk to in the course of a day? She said to
identify my strengths, and use them. That’s when we came up with
the mural. It won’t change the system, it won’t uproot all the
bullshit in the world, but it’s something. Talking about it,
that’s something too. Standing up to my racist Aunt Rhonda at
Thanksgiving, it was small, but it was something.
DAINA
Oh God, Rhonda is the worst!
CRYSTAL
Does she still wear those fake eyelashes?
SAM
Every day!
DAINA
God, she is a piece of work. (They laugh)
SAM
What I’m saying is, we do what we can do, whatever that means.
Not staying silent, that alone. Huge.
DAINA
Exactly! It makes me so mad when people just shut up and ignore
everything, and . . . I’m sorry for losing my temper earlier,
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Crystal. I couldn’t make you understand, so I just blew up. I
lost it. I just . . .
CRYSTAL
I’m sorry. Both of you, I mean it: I am so sorry. About
everything. For running away, for how I’ve acted. I get it now,
though. I think I get it.
SAM
(Hesitantly) Well, it seems like you’re on the right track.
CRYSTAL
I am! Or at least, I want to be. Let’s just keep talking. About
all of this. Please let’s just keep talking, okay?
DAINA
Yeah, yeah of course.
(Silence. They clearly want to hug but something is holding them
back.) What time is it?
SAM
Almost 9:00am. Time to go.
CRYSTAL
Time to go? To get Jaime, you mean?
SAM
Yep. If we leave now we’ll get there with some time to spare,
see if there’s any paperwork.
CRYSTAL
Oh. Alright. I’ll just . . . I’ll, uhm . . .
SAM
Crystal, do you want to come with us?
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CRYSTAL
Oh! Oh, well . . . does she know that I’m here?
DAINA
No. But that hasn’t stopped you before, eh?
SAM
If you want to come, Crystal, you’re welcome.
CRYSTAL
You’re sure? Both of you? (DAINA & SAM look at each other for a
moment, and then nod.) Alright then. Let’s go.
(They head out the front door, together. BLACKOUT.)
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Appendix: Production Photos
All photos by Ray Goldberg

Scene 1 – Crystal (Elizabeth Duis)

Scene 1 – Daina and Sam (Lexy Weixel and Elly Blevins)

Scene 2 – Daina (Lexy Weixel)

Scene 3 – Sam (Elly Blevins)

Scene 3 – Sam, Daina, and Crystal (Elly Blevins, Lexy Weixel, Elizabeth Duis)
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Senior theatre major Sonia Goldberg debuted her work “The Back Pocket Play” last Thursday through Saturday in Lilly Hall. Goldberg wrote and directed
the play for her senior honors thesis.
Goldberg said she drew her inspiration for the play from her transition from moving from a diverse neighborhood in Chicago to Butler University.
“Because I grew up in Chicago, went to a diverse high school, and lived in a very diverse neighborhood, Butler University itself was a huge culture shock,”
Goldberg said. “This show is for everyone, but is heavily inﬂuenced by the Butler Community.”
“The Back Pocket Play” is set in an apartment in the northside of Chicago and tells the story of a reunion of three friends, Sam, Daina and Crystal as the
release of their mutual friend Jaime from prison draws near. Sam and Daina have not talked to Crystal in two years; all communication ended when Crystal
left immediately following Jaime’s arrest to start a new life. Sam and Daina acknowledge that race played a role in her arrest. All three friends dealt with
Jaime’s arrest diﬀerently, and they discuss and navigate through each of their diﬀering viewpoints and experiences.
Goldberg’s play addresses issues of class, privilege and race she said she has observed both in and outside of the Butler community.
“At the beginning of my sophomore year, Black Lives Matter protests were happening,” she said. “We had a very tiny protest [at Butler], but still impactful,
where we walked around, said chants and had an open forum at Star Fountain talking about frustrations and hopes. It was very uplifting.”
The Black Lives Matter movement was created initially as a call-to-action in response to the murder of 17-year-old Trayvon Martin by neighborhood
watchman George Zimmerman. Zimmerman was acquitted of charges of second-degree murder and manslaughter.
Goldberg discussed how negative conversation around the movement, speciﬁcally on Yik Yak, sparked her idea for the play.
“Cowards come out on Yik Yak because it’s anonymous,” she said. “They were saying things like ‘I don’t see why black people think they’re better than us,
I don’t see why we have to talk about this, why are they forcing our opinion?’ That was the ﬁrst time I felt uncomfortable about that culture shock. I was
quite upset. This was a human issue, not just about black and white.”
Goldberg oﬀers a fresh take on an issue that has been prevalent for a long time. She said she did a lot of research on institutionalized racism over the
summer to bring the show to life. The most inﬂuential book she read was “The New Jim Crow” by Michelle Alexander. Goldberg noted that while she
realized racism was still present, she did not realize the connection between slavery and mass incarceration, something the book made clear to her.
“There’s the concept of color blindness that white people and everybody are adapting, saying they don’t see color; therefore, they don’t see the consistent
disenfranchisement of people who are literally living as second class citizens,” Goldberg said. “The notion of pseudo-benevolent colorblindness is how
racism is working in society today.”
Each of the characters in Goldberg’s play represent and are based on the many diﬀerent types of people she has encountered through her research and
through life experience.
“Daina’s character represents ‘social justice warriors’ getting too confrontational and having no idea of how to change people’s minds and kind of losing
their argument,” she said. “Sam represents how to do it by treating the people you disagree with as actual humans. That was a huge part of writing
individual characters. Even the antagonist, Crystal, is actually a protagonist. They have to be human, they have to be likeable. There are no bad guys in this
show.”
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The play featured Butler students Lexy Weixel, junior arts administration major, as Daina and ﬁrst-year theatre majors Elly Blevins as Sam and Elizabeth
Duis as Crystal. Goldberg chose to cast three white, female actors.
“I wanted it speciﬁcally to be an inviting space for people who grew up in predominantly white neighborhoods to realize that even they have a greater stake
in the conversation of racial inequality and humanitarianism,” Goldberg said.
Duis said Goldberg was an engaging and thoughtful director.
“I really put a lot of emphasis on not making my character, Crystal, out to be the bad guy,” Duis said. “I wanted people to be able to identify with her. She’s
not the villain. Sonia and I felt very strongly about this. Overall, it was a great experience being able to work with someone on their own material.”
Blevins agreed it was unique to work with the creator of the piece.
“Sonia was able to show us the research behind her work, the intention behind every carefully chosen word,” she said. “Sonia was able to clearly articulate
us facts and stories about institutionalized racism, often reading directly from her sources.”
The entire creation process was a challenge for Goldberg, as both writer and director.
“When I think about my place as a theatre artist, it’s actress and writer; director was not here until it had to be,” Goldberg said. “It was hard, I approached
directing as I would an actor. I know what good acting is, it’s what I went to school for. This whole directing thing is very cool.”
Goldberg said she hopes her play will get people to think about issues surrounding class, privilege and race, as well as institutionalized racism and how it is
functioning today.
“Acknowledging white privilege leads to compassionate awareness,” she said. “There’s this insane hesitance and eye rolling and distance that happens in
white individuals on this campus and everywhere when race is brought up,” Goldberg said.
Goldberg’s play has not only resonated with audience members, but also Blevins said working on “The Back Pocket Play” has had an impact on how she
addresses these issues.
“Through this show I am now more thoughtful about my actions, judgments and notions of race and am also more willing, actually more eager, to have
discussions about race in this country,” Blevins said. “My sincerest hope is that audiences went away with similar ideas.”
Goldberg said her main goal was to evoke a simple reaction from the audience.
“The entire point is that we have to start conversations about race and make sure they don’t end in uncomfortable silence,” Goldberg said. “I’m not trying
to turn people into protesters, necessarily. I just want people to think about it.”
If you did not get a chance to see “The Back Pocket Play,” you might be able to see it in Chicago someday. Goldberg said she will try to have it be picked
up by a regional theatre.
“I didn’t realize until [preview night] that the play had legs and could go somewhere,” she said. “I have a lot of contemplation and work ahead of me in how
to get the show out there, but I would very much like to, especially because the whole concept of regional theatre is shows that speak to the region, the
city, the people in the city.”
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